GOOD-BYE TO CHINA
present of some gold to the authorities at Kashgar, so that
the Chinese can affirm, without lifting an eyebrow, that
Hunza belongs to them.
At Paik, the next evening, an officer with a blond beard
tried to pick a quarrel with us and confiscated Peter's rook
rifle on the plea that the Peking permit for it was not suffi-
cient. He maintained that another one should have been
obtained at Tashkurgan to cover the frontier region. As the
superior officer for the area was at the Mintaka Karaul post,
which was situated on our trail at a height of 13,000 feet, we
all galloped off there (through a snowstorm) the next day.
A great many horses were tied up around an immense yurt,
and horsemen were riding in every direction over the
beautiful wet grass.
We took shelter in the yurt, where there was also a Kirghiz
• woman wearing an embroidered bonnet with streamers, who
gave us bowls of salted tea; a Turki family—its men folk
wearing the fez—on the way home from India, and two
snoring soldiers who had, no doubt, been on night duty.
Zamir, the officer in charge of the area, held the rank of
Lan Fu. He was a small, bearded, grey-eyed man, dressed in
black serge, with a belt of fine new leather. He made himself
very agreeable and told us in excellent Russian that he was
a Tadjik but had been stationed at Tashkurgan, "in Czar
Nicholas's time," with thirty Cossacks and learned the
language there. He had been all kinds of things—peasant,
courier, etc.—before his linguistic abilities suggested lie army
as a career, for he knew Turki, Russian, Wakha and the
Farsi of the Tadjiks. To roll a cigarette, he took a packet of
"Makhorka," such as is distributed to Soviet troops, out of
his pocket, and I asked whether the Russian Pamirs close
by were more densely inhabited than the Pamirs here on the
Chinese side.
He did not know.  Then he asserted with unnecessary
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